Tom, Dick, and Harry— Et Castera 



BY JOHN Li 

TOM, Dick, and Hairy— beetles Et 
Camera — 'Starved genteelly in the 
winter, and lived " upon the land" 1 — 
as the militarists say — (and the sea* toot) 
in summer. Harry was a great com- 
poser, and would weave, in the halcyon 
summer- time, to the diapason of the 
waves, the perfume of the breezes, the 
flame of the lightning, or the thun- 
der of the storms, splendid melodies for 
the winter* 

Now, the composer, like geniuses al- 
ways, had his unique passions. One 
of these was, like Prometheus* for fire, 
£o the four would steal saturnuiely far 
up the beach, most often at night, and, 
with a bundle of newspapers* a bottle of 
eoal-oil, nnd a hex of matches., concealed 
about their several persons, gather drift- 
wood in the lee of one of the wrecks 
which showed their bleaching ribs above 
the stmd. end fire the stout, oak. Then 
they would sit, like uncanny reel shades, 
in the light of the flames and eat the 
things Dick aud Et (Vtera had provided 
against the hunger the flames produced. 

And it happened upon one of these 
noctes itmljrG&ianrv — as they had named 
thorn — nerei* to be forgotten, that Thomas, 
who was a lawyer when he had clients, 
in the winter, and a poet when he had 
none, in the summer, sitting in the mag- 
ical, mysterious light of the fire, when 
anything, even a good joke, is possible, 
wrote a* follows: 

" Know a)] men. by these presents, that 
T. John Smith, of Smithfield, smith* be- 
ing of sound mind, memory, and under- 
standing, do hereby make mid ordain 
my last will and testament, in the follow- 
ing words, to wit, hereby revoking and 
making void any and all wills, codicils, 
or writings and memoranda in the na- 
ture thereof, by me at any time here- 
tofore made, 

"Itnprimh: Despairing of finding an 
honest man in my own country, and be- 



THER LONG 

ing in imminent danger of shipwreck, 
and being possessed, in my own right, in 
fee simple, of some thirty millions of 
pounds, I hereby give, devise, and be- 
queath unto him who shall first take into 
his hand this writing meant to he and 
to be taken as and for my will, he, his 
heirs and assigns, from, and of* whatso- 
ever country lie may he, each and every, 
the said some thirty millions of pounds, 
provided, only, that he shall prove bo the 
satisfaction of my executors that he i$ 
an honest man. 

" If em : I limit tlnj title and possession 
of the said some thirty millions of pounds, 
only in this, that I desire my devisee to 
erect to my memory, should the imminent 
shipwreck take place, a suitable monu- 
ment reciting the above bequest, his own 
certitude of honesty, and his gratitude. 

if Signed, sealed, published, and de- 
clared. Ijefore these witnesses, who, in my 
presence, and the presence of each other* 
at my request* have attached their names 
a? witnesses, as and for the last will and 
testament of me, the said John Smith, 
smith, on the firs* day of August* in 
(he year of onr Lord nineteen hundred 
and nine. 

John Smith, (Seal.) 

"Witness: 

Hurry (Irosskoph, 
Hicbard Shay, 
Et Cetera." 

ITc enclosed the document in a bottle 
C making certain that it was quite empty), 
drove the cork well home, and threw it 
into the sea. 

" Tk> you suppose," mused Hick, on 
the way home, " that there might he such 
a possibility as a John Smith, smith, 
living; in a place called fimithfield?'* 

Richard always had these strange 
thoughts, 

" And having thirty millions of 
pounds!" gibed Harry. " Oh, of course!" 
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Three days later, when wo were hav- 
ing exercisi; with tin- medicine bal! nil 

the upper iieach, something collided with 
the too of the little bltt;,, heading off the 
ball from the surf. 

u It'a our bnttleP cried the t?oiitprJiser, 
taking 1 it rudely out of the hands of 
Et Ctetcra. 

" No," said Dick. '* It is open." 

£< Of coerce I" declared Et Ototora. 
" Some ouo ha? found it and taken the 
will out of it! st 

" What i\fmV* nskprl the oryptieal Dick. 

"Now there'll Iso trouble." said little. 
Et OietcTCL 

"TroubleS" miestioiied Eieliaiil. 

" Rome one will j^o to tret, that thirty 
millions 1" *aid Marry, with the solemn 
certitude which was always hi*. 

Xotisenac !** laughed the poet. But 
the prophecy did not leave hi* mind* 

*'I Jiclieve," pawl Dick, gayly* ^ that 
we're got Tom friffhtcmcd ?' 

**Wcll/* said Etc., comfortlessly, "you 
never can toll!* 

« J'ye known soino very — very 7T — the 
poet looked nil about tea comely — 
li Strange tiling to happen !" 

** From fool jokes! 1 ' supplemented 
Harry, as comfortlessly. 

Tom was easily frightened — about an 
injury to another — and the worried look 
did not- leave his faec for several hours. 
Rut then he wrote a poem to tin* sall'ron 
sun — which ho had soon to lie saffron 
that very morning — over the spa- — for the 
tir*t time — ami in thr- glow of it. fnrgnt 
to ho further frightened. 

Even though Puttfr Pcrerfton- — as ho 
was called, though his uarre vn* Fetor 
Patterson — asked him, on the. bench, 
three days later, as he was pat roll hns his 
u watch " (ho was a life-guard), whether 
he, who had known Peter for many years, 
would be willing to certify that lie was 
an honest man, 

' ' Cert a " i ily ( M sa i d Tl icrmns., a t on ee . 
never thinking of the bottle, 

" Peter Pottorson. T liereby certify, 1 * 
lie wrote, once more with the coinpos- 
cr's, f mm tain-pen. " that, this is an hon- 
est man. Thomas Dras." 

" Thank yon.** said Peter, hurrying 
away, 

The poet had to think const an tly of 
his poems if he wonhl live, and the com- 



poser of hiK compositions if he would 
do likewise, and RiHiard and the little 
lit (\ctera of tiling to eat. for the same 
reason, so that it happened that neither 
of them thought of the cenifieate of 
hoiit-'ty until a month had parsed. Then 
Kt Cjetern, who usually had these 
thoughts, paid very suddenly one day: 

*' Putter Peterson found that will!" 

""What will?" snapped tl»e composer, 
uctum in" from the melody which whis- 
pered in his mind and had taken him afar 
Voi the tone of Pt Cartem was such as 
to fix the attention of even a com- 
poser with a melody whispering in hi* 
mind. 

*' 'Hie one Thomas wrote and put into 
J he bottle.'* said Pi chard, with as groat 
cc 11 v Set ion as Et Osctera, 

"Lordl" said the- lawyer, under his 
breath, 

" Let no guilty man escape/* laughed 
the composer, ehiU'lmisr the poet aw if 
to detain him. 

■ " Stop!*' cried Dick, forcibly taking 
(Terry's ami away. " Don't you see that 
Tom is scared I He's serious, and we've 
got to he. Vor we are all as guilty as 
he. Haven't we all from time to time 
taken foolish messages out of bottles on 
(Ik* seashore? T)id any one of us ever 
take them seriously V 

"That's uiee/' said the poet, com- 
fortably. 

"If there should be — tri—th rouble/* 
vflid Etc. hravcly, "well all meet it to- 
urethor — like we do the rotuni of a 
manuscript!'' 

"'Put a joke £jone wronpf i<; a fearful 
thins? !" fifhed Tom. "Worse than any 
returncil manuscript or scorn" 

They wi-rc tiot far from the station 
wive re Peter served, and all went there. 

""Prtfl," said the eaptain. "got funny 
about a month asjo, d rawed all his money, 
which T keeps for the boys, and has went 
to Knirlnn.d.''* 

The oapt-uu shook his boad despairing- 
ly as he dmnhrd a little more tar on the 
ri^pius of tlw lifo-mast, 

"lint he'll *nou be hack, ehf siiffgcst- 
ed the port, cbcrrfully. 

The captain shook the poet and all the 
iruilty four a neirative. lie slashed 
renpspfnlly at the stay, 

" We'll never see him no more," he 
said, hopelessly. "Pcte'a a good boy. 
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Uight to tho core. But that there's a 
mighty woozy country— England* Ire- 
land, France, and Wales !" 

"I*howP whimpered Et Oajtera, whose 
geography was at least better tliau tliat, 
"There is a ftiiuthfeld in England. 
Some one was hurried there,'* ended TCt 
Carters., very terribly. "Or something ?' 
a bit uncertainly. 

The guilty poet trailed off through the 
deep pond to the -shack of a house I'cto 
bad built for Mrs, Pete— mostly out of 
driftwood. And when they arrived — for 
they nil guiltily trailed atftei" the poet, to 
make him think he was loss guilty bo- 
en use they were, too— hy the process of 
dilution — it seemed as if there were no 
guilt anywhere in tlis world. The desert 
of sand on ttie beach bloomed liero into 
si garden — flowers nearly covered Pete's 
rough carpentry from view. A ring- 
neclc snipe whistled cheerfully in a 
wooden cage, a Iionrd-yard dog leaped 
upon them, beeping, in a language they 
<lid not understand, for a pcamit to bal- 
anee upon his nc.se, all nature entiled — 
where Pete had built hi'; shack and caged 
The Belle of the Beach, 

And lira. Pete was singing: 

*' : Sweet hour of ftrnycr, 
Sweet hour et |nuyer. 
Thy wings shall my petition hear — ™ 

And when the guilty party came upon 
her. no n rot -tier fight might they — or any 
one — wjph to see! Wlie was bowing and 
rising over a tub of foaming suds, lifting 
n garment to tho light to look through 
it and ace wlvether she had wnshed it 
eloau. She had a tou^cdlcil tr>w head, and 
si wide month; yus, but in it were pri'tty 
wliita teeth, and there wore wonderful 
hlue eye* under a film rrn'if of brows, while 
a supple young waist and trim ankles 
and a tmokod-iip skirt completed a picture 
id* The Belle of the Beach — as they had 
called her when Pete won her from all the 
rest of the life-crew* 

On the -floor, fumbling, sleeping, suck- 
ing thumbs, were four other towhoads — 
not one of them crying, 

B La*P smiled Mrs. Pete, when the 
guilty party entered, wiping her hands 
on her bine apron — shaking with them, 
smiling, without the least embarrass- 
ment. 



The poet shifted from foot to foot for 
a moment, then said: 

* Jlr*. Pete, tliey tell me that Pete ha* 
gone away?" 

"Now y>f\Q told you?*' pouted the 
girl, vexodly. 

" The captain/' said the composer. 

" That's what T thought. Tie couldn't 
keep his face shut if lie was a mummy!" 

" Whore eon he he found f asked the 
poet. 

"Law! I dim'uoV eaid Mrs. Pete. 

He just skipped out. I suppose that 
duffer lias told you the whole thing ¥" 
sho asked, cxpe rimciit»lly ■ 

" Yi— ye?/* nodded the poet. 

"Dura him!" 

<,; nit> — l.mt, jUIth. Pete," stammered tho 
poet. u v.e — we sympathize 1 — wi-witli you 
and want to help Pete — ti — to— w 

" What are you sympathijdii' fnr? n 
asked tho puzzled Mr*. Pete, 

Neither tlie voluble composer nor the 
sprightly poet had m au*wer ready, 
Dick was meditating one, and Etc, had 
about got one ready, when Mrs. Pete 
continued, 

"Yon want Pete to git that there 
money, T expect/' she wont on. *' Well, 
of ennrPG yon do. And you needn't think 
we'll be stuck up when we do git it. 
You ? n" ris H ho just as good friends a* 
ever. 31 ut all these livers here, these 
I. oaeh- combers M Ije so jealous of 'iin 
they VI rob 'iin on sight. You don't hare 
to. Yon" re rich," 

"Yi— yon" agreed the poet, "Bib- 
but what's his address in — in Lon- 
don r 

" Law I what do T know? T wouldn't 
know if lie told me. ITe just takes till 
the money he ran rake and scrape and 
goes and gits that money, lie's got about 
enough to git over. But, say, if he don*fc 
find that there Smith, he'll have to work 
it to git hack. Rut hell git the money, 
all right. You hot he's art honest man — 
my Peto is. Hasn't he got your certifi- 
cate to that effect? And dnn ? t yon know 
what an honest man is? Ain't you 
honest yourself ?" 

"Why. of course Tom's honest!" said 
Fx Csetera, hotly, whereat Mrs, Pete was 
sorry, and answered: 

" Why, of course \ That's what T said " 

"Then," said the poet, W I did— don't 
suppose he left you mueh money V* 
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u You bet not. lie goes and takes out 

I the money; I stays and" — she laughed 
happily — " takes iti washing 

"Yes! 1 * The poet at last had some* 
thing re- aw\:--\\ " That is what we came 
for. We have a lot of weak — " 

"Oh, thanks I" cried M». Pete, hap- 
pily, £4 JM rather wash for you-uns than 
most. Til send Billy over for it. You 
and Pete's been good friends ever since — *' 
the laughed. " What is it? T ' 

" Si — socks," said the poet 

" Socks/' nodded the composer. 

"Socks/' added Et Otera. « Three 
pairs, tJ 

"Gee!" laughed Mrs. Pete, "nothin' 
but socks!" 

" Shirts./' said Richard, cunningly, 

" Ah," said Mth. Pete, " I just love to 
wash shirts. Whenever I wash Pete's 
I think of him, They're so full of tar 
and tobacco. And, you know, that's so 
hard to git out." 

She had addressed Dick, 

The poet had been fishing: through his 
pockets and had found a dollar bill and 
Ihirty cents in change. This he was 
putting together on his palm. The com- 
poser, seeing", and understanding what 
the poet was* al«mt, found a couple of 
dollars and some change, which lie added 
to the hoard upon the pint's palm. 
Richard contributed a new Columbia 
half-dollar— parried for a pocket- piece — 
end even small Et Cetera found seven 
tents in the corner of a handkerchief. 
The poet passed it all to the palm of the 
wondering Mrs, Pete. The tow-heads had 
gathered round — the last one climbing tip 
the lea: of the next. one. 

" Hello, stepladderF laughed Mr*. Pete. 
"But, say, what's all thiaV' 

The money on her palm. 

"Thi — thought weM just pay you in 
advance,'' said the poet. " We've got so 
much money," 

"Well ITI be diiruod." said Mrs. Pete. 
"First time that ever happened to tnef 
Well -will some of yous keen account ? 
I got no head for figures." 

That was a very unhappy winter for 
all the happy four — and especially the 
poet. 

And though he wrote poetry frenziedly 
(for there were almost no clients) in. 
order to keep up his reputation for riches 



with Mrs. Pete, uu one seemed to want 
poetry that winter. And though the 
<■ 1 1 : i • n. • r dt^oe tided to song* instead of 
operas, no one -seemed to want to sing 
that winter. Indeed, the only ones who 
did better than ustnd, or better than 
they expected, were the small Et (Jictera 
and Richard, who made and sold jiff- 
saw puzzles, putting the money faith- 
fully aside in a niisk-jar for the 
day they knew that .Mrs. Pete would 
need it. 

For it grew worse and worse. Pete, 
who should have returner! in three weeks, 
had not come in ten — twenty. And the 
snow was on the ground. Instead of the 
flowering vines, there were icicles at the 
eaves of Pete's house — and little enough 
warmth within. It was hard to give 
I lie money from the mi Ik- jar to the de- 
spairing young wife — often hi lied now. 
Finally she began to take a little now 
and then — when the poet would carry it 
down to her — leaving it at such places 
as he knew she would *oon find. 

"It's up to nie/ ! sighed tin? poet, "to 
see her through the mischief Fve made — 
till Pete gets back—" 

' f With the money,'' added Et (Vtrra, 
with a certain faith never quite lost. 

(< And if ho never gets hack f asked 
Dick, in that way of conundrums. 

" Then Tom must marry her/' said Et 
Ca'tera. decisively. 

u Lord!" said the poet, wiping the in- 
spiration, though it was cold weather. 

'* And the whole stcpl odder," finished 
Et Camera— and meant it 

"Lordf" whispered the poet again. 

"!N"o use for a step! adder?" laughed 
Dick. 

u XcerU a fire-escape " added Harry, 
grimly. 

Then came. The Great Blizzard 1 — as it 
is known to this day — which* by the way. 
is not far from the day of this story. 
For three days the snow had fallen, the 
thermometer had descended, and the 
wind* had rayed. Then, when a road 
had been ploughed for trains — which 
took three days more— the poet put all 
the money of the happy four iuto his 
breast pneket and went to the beach. 

The poet hud *aid he would return-- 
perhaps the same day. But it was for- 
tunate that, cren at the station, he had 
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thought of adding a basket of meats ami 
provisions to his luggage. Me did not 
return, For when be had fought his 
way through the stillness to the door of 
Pete's house a soft wailing came through. 
And when he pressed on, through the 
panes thick with frost peered a nosegay 
of small gaunt faces, Airs, Petes face 
was not among thorn. 

She was in bod, with a vvry crimson 
infant by her side. Slw;-, too, was gaunt. 
The poet shrank bacli against the door, 
while the stapUddei disengaged itself 
and era iv led to tin. 1 basket. Small and 
grimy hands marie, short work of the 
order within, Even the next-to-t he-last 
step bit ravenously at a piece of raw 
meat. The poet left the basket there, 
with the snarling little animals alnn it- 
it. and went to the bed, where the wan 
and voiceless body held out a hand 
to him. 

" You see," it. whispered, " we haven't 
h*ca able to lay up much tor the ivi- 
wiiitcr. And 1 guess everybody tliought 
we did — like when Pete has here — and 
let us alone*— though there is no one 
very near. Bib— -but there was notlini* 
in the house for two days before the 
blizzard, and that has lvecu five, t could- 
n't send the ladder. It is too small 
for such weather. It would have 
died. I'd rather have Vm die here — 
with iue. n 

And "M ps. Pete sobbed gently. 

w T?iaf's iv hat it looked like I ill you 
come. Yon see — " 

She eloquently uncovered the newly 
horn child. And with the woe of want 
on her pretty face, en me also the mother- 
smile. 

"I expect you think I'm sorry lie eonio 
— it's a boy — when there was trouble 
enough. !Bnt I'm not I" 

She madly kissed the ehild, and. 
Heaven help him, the poet did too, and 
helped with the crying. 

Tiio mother pointed to where the lad- 
der devoured the raw eon tents of the 
basket. '* T expect he sends you every- 
thing you est for* 1 expect you're 
real SToodf* 

" Yc*, ,? lied the poet, choking in his 
throat. *T have about everything I 
want. And — " 

He looked abont and saw the new 
baby, swaddled in unmade linings of 



Pete's old eoats, tho neglected ladder, 
clothed in the rest of Pete's old garments 
— tike uaswe.pt comers — the whole air of 
dejection — then he finished what he meant 

to flay: 

" And I'm going to sec that yon get 
everything yet* want — " 

Then, noting the hope it brought to the 
wan face on the bed. ho went one better — 
"And something besides!" 

80 cheered «a< Mrs. Pete that she said: 

u I wish I had some mashed pota- 
toes] Coffee I Oh, I wasn't hungry till 
yon cornel" 

Well, the poet never succeeded in get- 
ting: her everything she wanted. Per- 
haps even a wiser find richer poet than 
lie might not have done so. But he got 
her the coffee and potatoes then and 
1 Ivero — though it was a close shave. For 
the coffees had to bo rescued from a por- 
tion of the step] adder, and eneji potato 
bad been gnawed by small ravenous teeth. 

Harry got a telegram to hurry down 
too. And, of course, Richard and Et 
Cwtera went along. They were exhorted 
in tho wire to bring a bunch of med- 
icine* of a rather strange nature, and the 
poet had added in explanation: 

" Ha by." 

Then he had further added: 

'''.Potatoes ! Coffee ! Coal-oil ?" 

Of eo nrso no one could know precisely 
what such a telegram might mean. But 
f?M- brief Et (Vtera «ai ( ? ; 

"I'd take lots of potatoes and coffee 
along. And some coal-oil. I saw that 
they had an oil-stove. And they always 
had mashed potatoes and coffee— and 
babies— all toget Iter— when I was there/' 

'* Baby — coffee — eual-oil t How <2t>es he 
mix tliom V* mused Dick, 

They found the p"0t washing the 
dishes. Tie had cooked the dinner. lie 
had attended the little tow beads. And 
there in the lied poor little Mrs* Pete, wan 
and big-eyed. All was soon explained 
by the poet, the ladder, and the sur- 
roundings. "Mr*. Pete said nothing— only 
holding out a hand. She was better. 
Rut she soon lot them know that there 
was little comfort in living without Pete, 

" Tie been here when every baby 
but this- one was born. And Fm going 
to name it after him. Little Pete. Yes. 
that's his name." 
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" I might as well imt tin 1 cranio an the 
door,'* she added, " Look there!" 

At lfint there seemed news of Pota 
She handed Richard a newspaper in 
which a wreek in tlie icy sen \va« told 
about. Anions the names of tho dead 
was oho Pot ei' Patterson. 

"But there must be many Peter Put- 
terwus in the. world/' comforted Hiehard. 

" That's my Pete, all right, all right," 
subbed the girl. li I may as well send 
for Ram." 

Ram was the undertaker from the 
main* 

u Dou*t tell mc there's another wom- 
an," cried Mrs. Pete, suddenly, out of 
a dry silence, 

" Poor devil f whispered the grhny 
poet to the other three. "That, too!" 
To Mrs- Pete he said, stoutly; " Of course 
there i& no other woman. The idea! 
Pete couldn't — " 

" Not on your life!" cried Dick, add* 
iug to the general security by an un- 
accustomed allowance of slang. 

'Must look! You all have that faith 
ill him like it could move a sand-hill ! 
And me — 1 — I've doubted him! Jly 
Pete! Oh, I've just laid hero and seen 
him with one ef them there English or 
S*otch lassies — hair yellower *u mine. 
Clothes tucked up like these here summer 
ladies in. their hftthiniy-ttnits, Why, I've 
heard him te-11 Tier — or them — for it's not 
always tlie samo person — IVc heard him 
admire dark hair! — bow he loved "em — 
while he's CTOftsin* a stream with *om 
On a losr— boldiiv — on — ri — round the 
waist — so J s they can't fall off the loir! 
Who'd want to "fall i>lf :i log when my 
Pete's arm was round *em !" 

^ XonsetiftL 1 ! 1? cried the lachrymose poet, 
jiot entirely opportunely. 

u Nonsense j" cried "Mr<. Pete, nnVuu- 
derstoiidmg the poet entirely and rr- 
lupsiiig into her unfaith; "if you'd ever 
1 nved my Pete, you'd know how fas- 
ei ontin* he is witti women* And them 
there milkmaids and sheplicrdosaes 1 sees 
in books — " 

She broke down completely and eouM 
go no further. 

And Dick, dropping' tears all over the 
pretty face, hent and said: 

" Why, yen lovely little goose., there 
is not one of them to compare with yon I 
There are no audi blue eyes anywhere? 

Vol. CXX -Nn. TIP -90 



Tk're will be uo aueh peachy checks 
ditto— when they cheer up a bit and 
grow more plump! Cheer up! lte ready 
to bloom for him the moment he corneal 
For lie u?tff conic t And the moment may 
be very near!'* 

" Yes," chimed in the chorus. varh»u>- 
ly, "the moment may be very near! 
Look outl" 

" Say — T believe you," cried the lady 
Pete. "Bring me that lookiii'-glass!" 

And is not this the si|rn of renewed 
life to any ivonifiii — to ask for her mirror if 

M There's a fresh nightie there," sug- 
gested Mr*. Pete, pointing to a cur- 
tain draped from nails against the walk 
* 4 1 kfp' it to have the baby in — but 
Pete wasn't ben* and it didn't matter. 
Now Pll wear it to — to welcome him 
home in," 

And while, the guests turned their 
backs Airs, Pete got into the pretty, fresh 
nightie; then: 

"Why— my God!" she cried. "Why 
do I do tins — as if lie was eomm' 
right in!" 

And she would have torn tlie gar- 
ment off, regardless of all present, if all 
present had not joined in preventing 
the catastrophe. 

" Tt's bad luck!" she persisted. " Now 
I know he's dead! 7 ' 

" Listen, you silly," cried the savage 
VA Cirtern. "If a good luck. Don't you 
know it's expecting — wishing for things 
— which makes them happen? Onee I 
wished for a bile of fudge — and a whole 
box came hi the nest mail 3" 

That night they all slept in the drift- 
wood bouse of one room which Pete had 
built fer his bride when she was called 

The Belle of the Beach." 

The hlizxim] continued all tho night — 
growing worse toward morning. Then 
they knew that there was trouble fit the 
*tiit inn. not far away, for, first, thora was 
the wound of a gun at sea, then, that of 
the gun with which the guards fired tin' 
life-line. 

The poet ami the composer ran to the 
beach, leaving Richard and Et Csetera 
to take care of Mrs, Pete and the step- 
ladder. They could hear the shouting 
through the storm, and still another shot 
from the station gun. Then for a while 
there was quiet— until Richard and Et 
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Cetera heard the measured tread of men 
i.-ii rrvi]]^- something. 

Both the poet and the composer were 
armored in glittering ice, and the thing 
they carried between them had en Its 
armor, 

Richard Mocked the door bodily so that 
the sick girl might not see. Hit Oaetera 
put the stepladder under thy bed. Rut 
so fur as Mrs. Pete was concerned it 
was useless. 

"It's my Pete, all right/' she sobbed- 
" Let 'em in." 

It was her Pete, all right. They 
brought him in and, when Mrs, Pete had 
got out of it, they put him on the 
bed. lie seemed very cold — frozen — and 
Quito dead. 

Pick and Et Camera had acted prompt- 
ly. Cracking the icy armor, first they 
dragged oiT Pete's clothing, while 
the poet and the Composer, leaving 
their* to melt away, made hot toddy 
out of the bit of whiskey Dick had 
Smuggled through the lines of the 
great blizzard, 

Now, the composer had some skill in 
medicine — not as much as he supposed he 
had, but enough to tell him* after a mo- 
ment with Pete's pulse, that he wasn't 
dead at all- — though he might be if, as 
Et Carters (suggested, he wasn't prompt- 
ly pumped "P- This he and the poet 
proceeded to do, while Sielinrd mid El 
Otetera hold the stepladder and Mrs, 
Pete dealt out the. precious toddy in very 
small spoonfuls. But he was well frozen, 
as Et OfPtern remarked afterward, and 
the process was slow. 

When they finally brought Pete around 
the first thing he did was to clap both 
his hands to his middle as if something 
hurt him there. 

"It's all right. Pete,'' said the com- 
poser, 

Pete, still not quite recovered, eyed 
them suspiciously. 

" I dun W," be said. " Rut it's there, 
and you bet it II stay. If it stays through 
such a storm as that there, it 11 stay if 
yWto thieves. Where's Mr*. Pete?' 

That lady, now almost recovered from 
her illness with flic joy — which we all 
know is highly there peutic-^thrcw her- 
self upon Pete. 

"Oh, Pete— my Pete! No crape on 
the door — no Ram ! — no — " 



With a sudden mad joy she bent close 
nnd whispered : 

" I don't care — Pete, I don't care — if 
there was a milkmaid — or a shepherdess 
— a dozen of 'em! I've got you now. 
And I'll keep you— yes, ag'inst the bun eh 
of Wl" 

" Milkmaid ? — shepherdess?" queried 
Pete, dully, letting his arms go round 
her, '"what are they?" 

And Airs. Pete, turned to the four 
crying out madly: 

"There! Hear that! There was none 
— there was no milkmaid- — no shepherd- 
ess— he dunW what they are! And he'd 
know if they was. They was none. What 
did I tell you!" 

Such are women — Ood bless 'em 1 
Such is love — Ood bless it! 

Rut even in his semi-consciousness 
P«tc still searched about his middle, with 
watch fid eyes ou all about, 

"Hah! She's like the .Star-spangled 
Banner!''* he announced, finally. 

** Why is idie like the Star-spangled 
Banner?" asked Dick, thinking that Pete 
referred to some lady. 

"Because she's still iJieref" answered 
Pete. 

Then Pete unstrapped a thick leather 
belt from his waist and handed it to 
Mrs. Pete. 

"It's yourn, 1 ' he said. "See if it's 
dry— all right. Look out for these here 
people. If they rush you, shoot," 

" Oh, Pete," said Mrs. Pcte s " they are 
oil friends— ami all have been that kind 
to mc! Look— tbi& is Mr.- — '* 

"Sure!" cried Pete then, recognizing 
in turn the happy four. " Well, then, 
let's open up and show 'em [ They'll be 
us glad a* u* P 

The guilty poof, having also once been 
in the leather business, knew what such 
belts were for, and began to suspect this 
one. So he at once assisted Pete's in- 
junction to open up, and soon was spread- 
ing upon the table note after note of the 
Rank of England. They were damp, yes, 
but good as gold. 

"What is it?' asked Mrs. Pete, when 
she saw the interest of every one else in it. 

"Money!" shouted the happy Pete, 
rising up in bed, .sick no more. 

"Money?" wondered Mrs. Pete, who 
hud never seen anything hut greenbacks. 
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u Thirty millions !" yelled Pete, hug- 
ging her, and extracting' one iff the notes 
(which ha J fluttered In the tiwr) from 
the month of the JuesC-to-tJje-last step 
of the ladder. 

tl I told you so/' whispered Kt CVlera, 
— winch wasn't quite accurate. 

" Xi — in — not thirty millions P' gasped 
the (\iv.7y poet, to whom such sums worn 
beyond any arithmetic. 

" Wei J, not exactly thirty millions* of 
course,*' conceded Pete, whihi the harpy 
four gaped spoechloaalyj "we don't want 
that much, do we, Piggy t But it's 
enough, enough, all light. Yon see, they 
was about fifty Smiths in that there town 
of Bmithfield— " 

" Yi— yon don't mean to si — say that 
yi — you found it — si — such a ti — town V f 
gaaped the poet. 

" Well, what do you think I am?" 1 * de- 
manded Vote, imix-rially,, "to go after 
a town— a whole Jung — and not find it? 
You hot you! Well, as I was tooting, 
they wag about fifty Smith? in that there 
town. And by the time I hegun to git 
around T was pirtty well advertised and 
they begun to pity rae." 

" Yon really found a Smith who was a 
smith V asked Richard, 

** Thirteen of 'win/' said Pete. "And 
they all ncuiggod but tlie last one. And 
he was a has-been." 

M A vhal ?" asked the compear, to 
whom such things as slang did not 
come happily. 

" A has-been — was a smith, hut got 
too gihly to keep it up. Gee! If a man's 
a smith over there lie's always a smith. 
He's as proud of it as we are of being 
loafers. Well, when 7 gets to the un- 
lucky thirteenth, 'Here's "where I git it 
in the Hbo*aek/ says I. It's thirteen. 
Anil when I first puts it up to the guy 
he. says, says lie, ' Ho you're the Honest 
Msra from Ilnmeriky V — that's what, the 
newspapers took to calling me — and 
bloomin' crank — pokin' fun all the time. 
Also, they tells about all the Smith? — 
in fun — sort of comic family tree — that's 
the way 7 learn. 1 * about ibis hern 1 pertie- 
f lar Smith— which be ia called the rieh- 
est ami most liberal — and exeen trick — 
having a 'sylum for oiio-legged cripple? — 
where they kin git wooden legs free — and 
a whole county for crippled children to 
warn about in. 



u 1 You cawn't make me bcli've, sir, 
that yo eoom hall the way hover 'ere 
to — ' 

"'You bet you I did/ says I, 'and 
I'm ii-gou to git it or know the reason 
wiry 1 Yon ain't a-goii to esjeape me 
without the newspapers git ting it. And 
I'll tell you that if the yellows in the 
Land of the "Brave and the Home of the 
Free once gits after you, it's all over 
with you. So yoifd better make good!* 

{{i Xow you don*t aoyl* be says, laugh- 
in' like he'd bust, ' ITi didn't fawncy 
there was an honest man hover there !* 

" * They'* one or two more/ aeiya T 
1 but I got the call on 'cm all because I 
found it first.* 

* f * Found bwhatf Hays he — like lieM 
never heard of that will — and I ups and 
tells him* 

"Well, sueli a laugh aa he broke out 
you never heard, 

"'Wliot hkiiguage is that yon apeak? 
Sii.vs pa . 

lii ITamerieftii, l>o gosh!' says I, initta- 
tin* him real good. 

" He laughs sonic more— -really enjoy- 
in' himself, 

** * So you're honest V says lie. 

ff 'You bet yon/ aaya I. ' Iloncster 
•is you.' 

*** Why t ftir,' Hay? be — and his whiskers, 
which be wears under bis chin like a 
rooster wen in bis when lie molts, bristled. 

"'Aw,* says I, * because you're a-prae- 
thnn' false pertenees/ 

i(i Ami how's that, air ?' Hays he. Still 
enfoyin' hisself* 

* l i Because you're alive when you says 
you're dead/ I ups and tells him — which 
of course be knows — and laughs like he 
was eat in 1 up every word, 

a Well, say, he'« about the gainest old 
sport I ever see! He tells me that a will's 
no good until a man i* dead — and he 
ain't dead — not yet— and henceforth jk? 
ain't compelled to obey that will; and 1 
fell down, flown., down, until I tbnnk I'm 
about the middle of the earth. For that 
there's so, It's common sense, ' Well,' 
says L ' how'jj] J to git hack to Mrs. 
PetP and the stepladder?' And I had 
to explain that th pre to 'im- — them Eng- 
lishmen's brains h slow — but sure. c OhF 
he eays then. And mebby he'll help me 
<uit a bit, so's I kin git home, and a lit- 
tle on the side — not thirty millions — and 
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to wait till lie's dead — and Ml not for- 
get me then — if I dant forgit Iiiiu — ftft 
you bet you I won't 

"'Well, young- man,' ho says, ' liff 
you'll conic 'ere to-morrow, at three pre- 
cisely, I will give you — not liexaotly 
thirty millions— but hcuoujjdi to make 
you thankful that you an honest 
mail— as I believe you are — at id J'll 
ask you to fulfil the terms of this in- 
strument by electing tlie said monu- 
ment to mo upon niy demise,* an 5 he 
laughed — an' laughed an' laughed, meau- 
iir* the will. 

"Well, you bet yon I was there, in the 
front hall, wlion the town oloek struck 
three. And, on the minute, tlic footman, 
fill gold up hi* front fliul down hi* hack, 
took me to the nice old gent with the 
ruff of faded spin a fro. Well, lie cnuntcd 
money till I got tired — and didn't care 
when he stopped, 

*' Then he say 3 good- by, and he says, 
saya he: 'Thank the gent who sent 
you to mc — with a certificate "f hon- 
esty. He ha? done better than he, per- 
haps thought/ 

w Say, what did he mean ? And who ? 
You?" 

ft Kot mo, I suppose," faltered the poet. 

"Well, you gov me the cert!" declared 
Pete, slinking I lis head in a mystification 
will eh was never to be resolved. 

"Anyhow," Pete went on, Indies 
out that there men !" 

<f And ten minutes later I was at the 
dock. Well, the only thing; I found 
there, going my way, was that there 
schooner out there in the surf. She was 
rotten — any one could sec that — being 

1 •in If in < • 1 tj] 1 1 1 ■dii-niic. 

4i ' Matey.' says 1, ' want an able- 
bodied seaman V 

tl Lord 3 They looked at me like I was 
crazy, and then grabbed me with both 
hands — and T'm off for Mrs. Pete and 
the ladder — and yoos. Rat the bloomin' 
lubbers— T got that word over there — 
nil abandoned ship in the night, at 
Lewes, takin' all the boats, and leavin* 
me aboard dream in* of Mrs. Pete and 
the ladder, boin* played out by my watch 
in the storm. When T wolce — well, yon 
know what's been going on in the weather 
line for a week — the ship and I were 



alone on the ocean, and I had to stay or 
go overboard — which 1 made up my mind 
l\l put off as long a* possible — thinking, 
mobby, the way the storm lay, we might 
drive along here, and the boys at station 
ninoty-nno might bo oxpectin 5 me. 

" Well, they was. But, you bet you, I 
done some tall pray in' to git *cm there, 
and to git the ship there. Say, the Lord's 
11 mighty good sort, you bet you!" 

And each of the happy four said 
Amen I 

" Bay," said Pete at last, " how much 
does the eld woman owe yon 8 I" 

" Xi — nothing! 1 * gasped the poet. 

"Xothhig? Come off! TTow much? 
T pay my own debts and hor'n too!" 

IYto was handling the notes of the 
Itaiik of "England like street-car transfers, 
."Not a cent!" Raid the composer. 

"Et (Vetera, how much? Don't yon 
he n liar, too/' adjured Pete, waving the 
whole bunch of notes. 

" T — T don't know/' stammered Et 
Osotera, dazedly. Vor the impossible 
treasure-ship had come in at last. 

* .Mr, Pete,'' began Richard, " if you 
please—" 

il How mticJi f shouted Pete, terribly, 
" Do you suppose I can't, pay ? I'm as 
rich as you I" 

" Yes," sighed the poet. 

"Will this do?" asked Pete. "Then, 
this ?" 

No tried to thrust two of the bills into 
the pocket of the poet. 

w Please take it," smiled the little wife. 
" What you done can't be paid at all in 
money. Rut — " 

She began to cry into her apron at the 
recollection of it, and the top step of the 
1 udder commanded, roproaehfnllv : 

"PloathP 

Whereupon the guilty poet took the note, 

"Oh, I forgot 1" cried Mrs, Pete, 
What she had forgotten was to facilitate 
the acquaintance of Pete with his last- 
bom. She brought hirn ami put him into 
Pete's arms — with dramatic suddenness. 

And Pete gathered Mr*. Pete and the 
latest step of the ladder, and as many 
other steps as could crowd in, to his arms 
— and nothing more needed to lie said. 

And tlvere was a great foflst in the 
little driftwood house that night yet — of 
coffee and mashed potatoes. 



